Understood by wintersxani 


Category: Stranger Things (TV 2016) 

Genre: Caught, F/M, Father-Daughter Relationship, Hawkins 
(Stranger Things), Steve Harrington is a Sweetheart, Top Steve 
Harrington 

Language: English 

Characters: Jim "Chief' Hopper, Steve Harrington 

Relationships: Jim "Chief' Hopper & Reader, Steve Harrington & 
You, Steve Harrington/Reader, Steve Harrington/You, jim hopper x 
daughter reader, steve harrington x female reader - Relationship 
Status: Completed 

Published: 2021-07-01 

Updated: 2021-07-01 

Packaged: 2022-03-31 12:47:12 

Rating: Mature 

Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply 

Chapters: 1 

Words: 1,277 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 

Summary: 


You're the daughter of Hopper, thinking your dad was going to be 
gone on shift tonight, so you invite your boyfriend Steve over for 
some 'fun time,' and end up getting caught when your Dad comes 
home early, giving you both a lecture. 


Understood 


It was Friday Night, 8pm. Eleven was off spending the night with 
Max for the weekend, and your Dad, Hopper, was working a later 
shift. You had made sure everything was official, not wanting to risk 
getting caught. 


Since it was the perfect night to be alone, you decided to invite Steve, 
your boyfriend, over for the night. Hopper wouldn't be home until 
around 3am, and Eleven wouldn't be home until Saturday or Sunday 
evening, giving the perfect time to be with Steve. 


Although your music was rather loud, you could hear his car pull up, 
along with a knock at the front door, causing you to jump out of bed 
and run to the door. 


"Hey baby!" Steve excitedly said, stepping in the threshold and 
placing his lips passionately on yours. When you both pulled away, 
his eyes scanned the house for a sign of anyone, making you giggle. 


"Don't worry, no one's gonna be home anytime soon." You said, 
wrapping your arms around his neck, softly pecking him. "But, my 
dad will be home in around 7 hours... that should be enough time to.. 
you know." You said, sliding your hand down his chest, pulling him 
back into you. 


The kiss quickly became more heated and passionate, as your handles 
shuffled through his soft fluffy hair, his hands traveling up and down 
your back to your neck, holding you close to him. 


Slowly, you walked backwards into your bedroom after he'd kicked 
the front door closed, having you jump up and wrap your legs around 
his waist as he carried you to your room, laying you gently on the 
bed. 


He had closed the door behind him before coming back to crawl over 
you, laying kisses all over your body. You'd giggle when he'd nip at 
your neck, where you were most ticklish. 


Reaching for the hem of his shirt, you pulled it over his head, laying 


yourself back down so he could do the same to you. Teasingly, he 
slowly unbuttoned your shirt, pulling it off of your shoulders before 
planting kisses on your chest as he undid your bra strap, tossing it to 
the adding pile of clothes. 


As always, he took a moment to stare, taking your body in through 
his eyes before leaning down to kiss you once more. "You're so 
unbelievably beautiful, y/n." Your cheeks ignited in a rosey blush, 
giggling away the way he made butterflies erupt within your 
stomach. 


"I mean it princess, you're so gorgeous. I can't believe I got so damn 
lucky." He chuckled, planting one last kiss above your hips before 
pulling your pants off, toying with the hem of your underwear. 


"Steve, stop teasing!" You whined; he knew you hated it, but couldn't 
get enough of him. "As you wish princess." He smiled, gently lifting 
you up as he removed your panties, moving to unbuckle his belt, 
dropping it to the ground along with his underwear. 


As he climbed over you, you sat yourself up a little, opening your legs 
wider to make it easier for him. "You want me?" He smirked, looking 
to you for approval, gaining a small but rapid 'yes' from you. 


His hand grabbed a hold of yours, using the other to adjust himself to 
your entrance, slowly pushing himself in. A small moan wavered 
from your lips, eyes closing as he would slowly push himself in and 
out, placing small kisses in the crook of your neck. 


"You okay?" He asked, pulling himself away from your neck to look 
into your eyes when you had whimpered. Giving him a reassuring 
nod, along with a small smile, he kissed you softly again, tightening 
his grip on your delicate hand. 


Your moans mixed with his grunts, hidden under the sound of your 
music playing from the small stereo on your dresser. The music was 
loud enough to disguise the sound of Hopper's car pulling up and 
turning off. 


"Y/n!" Hopper called from the front door, startling the both of you. 
"Shit!" You whispered, removing yourself from Steve as you scattered 


to the clothes thrown on the floor, throwing Steve's his. "The 
window!" You whispered once again, pushing your window open for 
Steve to climb out from. 


"Hey! Y/n!" Hopper's voice hollered once again, footsteps nearing 
your room. As Steve hopped on one leg, pulling his pants up, he 
quickly climbed head first out of your window, landing with a thud. 


Hopper budged the door open, rushing in with angry, wide eyes. You 
stood awkwardly, offering a forced smile. You hadn't realized you 
were wearing Steve's shirt instead of your own, sighing internally. 


"Why was the front door unlocked?" Hopper frantically asked, 
throwing his hands up dramatically. Before you could even squeak an 
answer out, he moved to your closet, throwing the doors open, then 
crouching down to look under your bed. 


"Where is he, y/n?" Hopper asked, getting to his feet again. "Who 
dad?" You asked, trying to sound clueless and convincing. "Steve- and 
don't tell me he's not here, because his car is out front." He replied, 
crossing his arms. 


"Here... sir." Steve's voice came from outside the window, making you 
slap your forehead. Hopper's eyes widened, looking from a shirtless 
Steve to you. "Come through the front door Steve." Hopper 
demanded, causing Steve to frantically stutter a 'yes sir’ back. 


"Now, give the boy back his shirt AFTER you've changed into YOUR 
clothes, and come out to join me on the couch once you're both 
dressed." Your dad commanded, and both of you scurried to follow 
his directions. 


Once you had finished dressing in your own clothes you muttered a 
chain of fuck's, handing Steve's shirt back to him. Steve was the first 
to sit down on the couch opposite of Hopper, and you had tried to sit 
beside him. "Nu-uh, you sit here." Hopper said, pointing to his 
reclining chair. 


"Well... to start, I'm disappointed in both of you. I don't wanna know 
how long this has been going on or anything else.. but I just need to 
know that whatever you're doing, you know what you're doing, and 


you're doing it safely and maturely." He sighed, clearing his throat. 
"I'm not exactly thrilled about this, but I know there's nothing I can 
really do to prevent it. You better be treating my daughter better 
than you treat anyone else, but you need to respect rules young man." 
He directed to Steve, who nodded repeatedly, cheeks completely red. 


"Two of those being use the front door while also remembering to 
lock it... and the other being to respect my daughter and myself, got 
that?" 


"Yes-yes sir. I understand sir." Steve stuttered, keeping eye contact 
with your father to show respect. "Good... are you being safe..?" 
Hopper asked the pair of you, and you both nodded. "Good... um, I 
know you're almost eighteen, but the 3 inches applies to you too, y/ 
n." Hopper said firmly but gently. 


"Okay, got it." You nodded, looking to Steve. "Okay... well I'm going 
to give you twenty bucks to go get some food somewhere, so I can 
have the time to myself here and forget that this happened. Sound 
good?" He said, pulling his wallet out. 


"Understood." Steve and you both said, taking the twenty bucks from 
your Dad's hand before nodding to him, and running out of the cabin 
to get in Steve's car. 


Once you both were in it, you both let out laughter, embarrassed at 
the interaction you just had with your father. "Your house?" You 
giggled out. "After dinner of course." He chuckled, reversing his car 
out of your driveway, saluting to the cabin. 


